SOENEI.                        BECKET.                                171

HENRY.

Methought I had recover'd of the Becket,
That all was planed and bevell'd smooth again,
Save from some hateful cantrip of thine own.

ELEANOR.

I will go live and die in Aquitaine.
I dream'd I was the consort of a king,
Not one whose back his priest has broken.

HENRY.

What!

Is the end come ?   You, will you crown my foe
My victor in mid-battle ?    I will be
Sole master of rny house,    The end is mine.
What   game,   what   juggle,   what   devilry   are   you

playing ?
Why do you thrust this Becket on me again ?

ELEANOR.

Why ? for I am true wife, and have my fears
Lest Becket thrust you even from your throne.
Do you know this cross, my liege ?

HENRY (turning Ms head).

Away!    Not I.